3^ DiviCt SoNcs 

Let love thro’ all your aaions run; 
And all your words be mild • 

Live like the bleffed Virgin’s Son. 

Lhat fweet and lovely child 

IV. 

i| ' |, His foul w^ gentle as a lamb. 

And as his ftatiire grew, 
fie grew in favour both with man' 
And God his Father too. 

V. 

Now Lord of all he reigns above. 
And from his heav’niy throne, 
Jde fees what children dwell in love, 
And marks them for his own. 


SONG XVIi. 

Love betvjeen Brothers and Sijlersf 

I. 

W Hatever brawls diftiifb the Hreet, 
T here Ihould be peace at home ; 
Where fillers dwell and brothers meet, 
Quarrels fliould never come* 










